312                     CONGO    SONG
'He did not like me,3 Nina said. 'Only Maria. I tried, but
he did not like me.5
'No doubt if he had you would have gone too.3
cWithout doubt,' Nina said. cHe gives presents: perfumes,
oil for the head, tweezers for pulling out hair, small mirrors.3
So he was being betrayed for a bottle of brilliantine, for
tweezers...
eBut when he whips her, he gives her more,5 she said. Then
he gives her money also.3
Sebastian put down his sketch and went out. He could not
bear to hear any more. His anger had returned. Revenge.
Honor. Betrayal. A great artist and a common cuckold. Oh,
Mother of God. Oh, Mother of God. This, to happen to him!
To a man who had been brought up by the good Sisters.
Mother of God! That German beating one of his little brown
birds... Tears came to his eyes: tears of rage, of frustration.
Nothing could be done today. It would take him all day to
compose himself and to plan.
Oh, Mother of God!
That evening the war came on the tapping speech of the
drums; over the forests, across the rivers, over the swamps, the
mangroves, over the silent emptiness of the steaming jungle:
words tapped out by black men on pink palms... words: ter-
rible words. WAR. IT Is WAR. OVER THE SEA. THE WHITE
MEN ARE AT WAR.
The word of the drum... the word of the drum. Men in
little villages hundreds of miles apart ran out as they heard the
words. They could do nothing but kick their dying fires into
flame. But they came with spears in their hands to relay the
news. They tapped out the message: WAR ... WHITE
MAN ... WAR ... Gorillas sleeping in their nests turned and
voided dung. The birds asleep on the trees ruffled their wings
and slept again. The nighthawks flitted through the trees.
The monkeys screamed and clasped their young to their bel-